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Assassin

Chapter I

Choices

* * *

><p>"No." I refused, in front of my burning house, with my dead father behind me, burning.<p>

An assassin didn't accept contracts from unknowns, and more importantly from people which made my instincts to scream to hide and to kill. It was one of the things that my father had taught me, and despite the fact that traditions indicated to forget our predecessors, they didn't tell us to forget the lessons taught by an elder.

"Such a pity... Well, you'll have to be disposed off." The woman proclaimed, and I mentally prepared to dodge. I wasn't exactly prepared for a fireball to throw itself at my back, sending me flying into the trees.

I landed painfully on my back, and sneered. Fucking illusionists. I crouched, wincing as the injuries from the fight with my father emerged. I had to hide - my instincts were screaming at me to run, but I personally didn't want to. Yeah, she might be a hot bitch with fire powers, but that wasn't going to stop Mercury Black!

But, I then succumbed to my instincts, hiding, deciding that initiating a fight whilst injured wasn't exactly the best way to go about this. Especially against a reasonably hot illusionist, with the flame bitch.

I actually didn't know why I denied. Maybe it was that hero complex that me and my father tried so hard to erase, that said that helping the destruction of people's lives wasn't going to be a good way of living? My survival instincts?

Well, the latter appeared, when I laid myself lower, praying to every deity that I wouldn't be seen.

The illusionist passed right in front of me, and I nearly moved, before my training kicked in - hide in plain sight. I jumped her, kicking her in head, shooting a round.

She gasped, and the moment my shot met her face, she quickly fell unconscious.

The flame bitch surprisingly tried to protect her from me, by throwing a fireball right in my path before I could kill the illusionist.

I rolled backwards, mildly smirking. But, I knew when to retreat - and this was the time. I used my air current blasts, to throw myself forward, barely avoiding more of the fireballs.

I was vastly overpowered by this Fall, but if my tactical retreat worked... Safe to say that maybe father wasn't really as much of an jackass, as he had originally thought.

One of her fireballs hit my boots, making me fall vertically, and I landed in a crouch.

"Are you still trying to survive, Mercury?" asked the flame bitch.

"Why are you still trying to kill me?" I voiced in reply, performing a poor replica of her voice. I smirked at her scowl, and continued, "anyway, what's your name? Before I do my epic retreat that is."

"I'm Cinder Fall. And I'm going to kill you." She introduced herself. Might as well remember, because I bet that if I forget that it'll bite me in the ass.

"I'm too handsome to die, go pick on someone like yourself!" I quipped. Add to my list of complaints against this chick - that she gets angry as soon as you insult her appearances.

"You die, now." The femme fatale stated, her eyes narrowing, as she sent a barrage of fireballs, my way. Obviously, hates having her looks insulted.

I used the air currents, with my boots, repulse them - giving me enough time to attempt a retreat. Attempt, may I note. Fuck, I sounded like someone from Atlas there!

Her fireballs hit me plain in the back, since I was distracted, and threw me even further then before - around about one hundred meters, I reckon.

I stood, wincing. I probably should have accepted, now that my ass is getting kicked, by a crazy bitch, who probably gets through one hundred hair care products per day.

Running was still an option, I supposed. But the next village, was a couple of miles away.

I saw a woman, with light brown skin, and short brown hair. The next fireball hit me into her, making us crash in a tumble of limbs.

I groaned, and quickly apologized. "Sorry, ma'am. Ow."

"Wait!? Are you injured?" asked the woman.

"Yeah." I replied, honestly. To be honest, it was starting to stack up on me, my injuries.

I widened my eyes, and saw the fireball heading towards us, and frantically pushed myself away, pulling the woman with me.

"What are you - oh." She started, before looking at the scorched dirt around about a meter from us.

She pulled out a dual tipped Dust baton, and I scrunched up my features. "What's that gonna do, about flame bitch over there?"

The woman momentarily glared at me for swearing, but explained. "It's a staff, that uses two Dust crystals for battle. And I'm going to use it, on someone who is attacking an innocent."

I flinched at the innocent part, which she luckily didn't notice. I wasn't innocent at all - my training usually consisted of things to kill people. And I have killed before.

The woman quickly blocked, the fireball with her staff, before using lightning to throw Fall a couple of meters backwards. The flame bitch scowled and quickly ran off.

I turned around to go after them, before my injuries stacked up on me, making me fall over, with the lady quickly catching me, with surprising amount of strength.

"Fuck." I swore, at the pain. My Aura had been disabled for the match, for traditions dictated that only battle skills should be used. I had half a mind, shout 'fuck you!' to traditions, but I didn't.

I still don't know why.

"You're injured, let me heal you." The mysteriously powerful woman ordered.

"Fine." I replied, and was surprised to see a dark greenish yellow Aura pour out of the woman's body, quickly wrapping around my injuries. It was extremely soothing.

"What's your name?" asked the woman, who was currently healing me.

"The name's Mercury." I replied, before adding, "so, who are you?"

"Well, I'm Amber." Amber quickly answered, before concentrating on her healing of my wounds.

I actually hadn't realized that it was early morning, so when the sun rose, creating the perfect scene for a painting, I winced. I didn't actually go outside all that much.

My tired muscles wanted nothing more to sleep, but I forced myself to stay awake, more for my convenience then Amber's. I still didn't know her, and despite the fact that she had saved me from near certain death, I felt minor distrust towards her.

"You don't trust me," my saviour said to me, momentarily stopping my healing.

"Not your fault, Am. Just simply being paranoid." I attempted to reassure. Not my thing to assure people, since Mercury fucking Black, was more about that kicking ass, and taking names life!

The nickname was actually thought on the flash, but did I really merit a hug? God dammit. I awkwardly rubbed her shoulders, and the affectionate woman quickly stood up, after healing my wounds.

I actually didn't feel particularly wounded or tired, but damn did I miss the soothing feel of her healing powers. I stood up next to her, and asked, "where were you going?"

"Don't know," Amber replied honestly, nearly making me face-fault. I did actually, but don't tell anyone.

"How about you come with me to Vale?" I proposed, out of two things - one, that I actually wanted to help her, and two, that she was probably badass, which was enough for me.

"Okay," she agreed readily. I shrugged, and was quick to walk towards the city of Vale.

"And, by the way it takes two days to reach on foot." I commented, making the woman face-fault.

Like in a day's work.

* * *

><p>To be honest, some of the horror stories about Grimm, were completely scary, some of which made me, when I was young - and still able to read books, give me nightmares.<p>

But, nothing compared to the group of Death Stalkers in front of me, which were being utterly decimated by Amber.

I had killed two out of the group of five, rather easily, but then Amber stood, and unleashed all five of the elements, simply because I got scratched.

Talk about mama bear status.

"You calm now, mama bear?" I asked.

She was tired, apparently whatever power that she draws those elements from, was extremely tiring on the body. Which wasn't particularly special since all Semblances were tiring on the body, _but_.

Every elemental Semblance that I knew of, only involved one element. And if a user of one element tried to use another element, they'd instantly burn due to the pressure of that particular Semblance.

Like, for example the famous Schnee Semblance. Their glyphs were a blank elemental type, which meant that it could take on every element, but, if they tried to use a fire Dust crystal on a lightning Dust crystal, the glyph would be gone forever. Still an extremely powerful Semblance, but only if used correctly.

So, how could Amber, who didn't use a glyph Semblance, how did she do those five elemental attacks in one go?

Even if she could use all five for some reason or another, it was obviously tiring - she was panting with a Death Stalker looming over -

It took me barely a second to react, and I had already kicked the giant scorpion in the face, sending it flying despite it's massive mass compared to my own.

"Amber! Retreat, and if you can, use your Semblance thing to wear it down!" I exclaimed, the thrill of the battle reaching me. I smirked, at the massive Grimm, quickly sidestepping a massive pincer attack.

With a powerful shot from my boots, it staggered, and Amber had recovered enough to shoot a fireball towards the giant scorpion.

It was obviously a Death Stalker Broodmother, with twenty feet from the X, Y, Z measurements, with it's body littered with scars, from various battles with Hunstmen.

I jumped out of the way of it's golden sting, and launched myself onto it's back. It tried in vain to attack me, throwing me off, by rolling onto it's back. I barely ran in time to avoid being crushed.

"Now." I ordered, my boot already charging up a shot, with Amber also charging up her lightning attack. The two combined shots, collaboratively shot the Broodmother right in the stomach, where it's weakest spot was.

A massive dust cloud appeared around us, and I saw it's golden tail shoot towards Amber. I shot across, the air currents from my boots enabling me to cross, quickly knocking the near knocked out woman, out of the way.

It struck the tree, immediately causing the massive plant to fall onto the Grimm. It made the monster scream in pain, and back off. I took the opportunity to strike the monster in it's eyes, quickly rolling out of the way of a massive pincer, and grabbed Amber, who was shakily standing up.

"Stay down, Amber." I ordered, a smirk on my face. "I can handle this."

"But, I can help!"

"You already helped. Just let me handle this. Deal with anything or anyone else, right?" I replied.

My saviour nodded, hesitantly, and quickly took a vantage point in the trees. I concentrated on the Broodmother, and shouted, "You massive scorpion ass! Come and fight someone who can breed five times as fast as you, and has the bigger dick size!"

The Grimm screeched in anger - either understanding my words (which I severely doubted or humanity would have been fucked), or simply knowing that they were meant to be insulting.

It released a sort of poison from it's tail - something that only Broodmothers could do, which was extremely toxic, to fucking everything. I used the air currents, to momentarily boost my speed, barely avoiding the poison.

I shot a few air currents from my boots, whilst doing a handstand, quickly pushing upwards, making me jump forward. The air currents carried me, and I hit a tiny button on my boots.

I started shooting compressed air pockets, which would immediately explode on contact, on the beasts incredibly hard hide, actually breaking the armour, as minor as the damage was.

I concentrated my efforts on the already broken hide, shooting some air pockets onto the Grimm, it's armour nearly completely breaking upon pressure.

The Broodmother, quickly stabbed a pincer, hitting the hide, and unlike normal Death Stalkers who got their hides completely destroyed in the area hit, the hide didn't have any damage, at all, indicating how hard it's hide was.

I wanted it to release it's own poison on it, which meant that I had to do one thing...

Which was to enter the mouth, and shoot.

I entered the mouth of the Broodmother, and shot multiple bullets inside of it's internal organs. I hadn't been swallowed yet, and continued shooting.

It was when the hide started dissolving, around me, that I smirked.

That's it. I'm definitely a badass.

When the massive Broodmother, disappeared, all of it's toxic poison remained, but the gunk that I had been covered with, quickly disappeared with it.

I looked around to see Amber, who was talking to a man with a scythe, and black hair.

I was sad to say, that I didn't recognize this fellow badass.

"Qrow! He's not going to kill me!" I heard Amber shout. I reiterate him being a badass - he's just an ass.

"How do you know?" demanded the man.

"He saved me from the Broodmother, which you didn't even notice, until he had already killed it!" The elemental yelled at this Qrow guy.

I showed up, a frown on my face. Qrow turned around, and upon seeing me, already pulled out his sword, and held it towards my neck.

"Is this the one, who saved you from the Broodmother?" The man demanded Amber.

"Yes, Qrow. He did. And he did a whole lot more then you." She stated, her tired form resting on the tree.

"First," I spoke up, which earned me a glare from Qrow, which I calmly ignored, "are you here about her powers? I don't even know where they're from. Second, are you here about some black haired crazy bitch with pyromaniac tendencies?"

The man stopped glaring at me, instead giving me an appraising look. "How did you survive? She's killed many huntsmen, who have met her."

I shrugged. "I had my boots, the wit to take out that troublesome illusionist, and Amber."

It was true, I wouldn't have survived, if Amber hadn't been there. I might have escaped, but it was obvious she was going to hunt for me and Amber to the ends of Remnant.

"Hmm..." Qrow seemed to be considering something. "How would the two of you feel about becoming a Huntsman?"

The only thing that came through my head was, _how the fuck did I get to here?_

* * *

><p><strong>AN:<strong> I'm not entirely sure about this chapter.

It's certainly done it's job, and I've always wondered what would've happened if Mercury had denied Cinder's offer. It would've probably changed Remnant for the better, but who knows?

For all you guys know, I could simply make an OC replace Black, which isn't going to happen.

It's obvious that Emerald is going to have to learn to fight, since she had gotten so easily beaten by Mercury.

Who else loves the way, he so casually describes one of the most powerful Huntsman that we've seen fight as a I quote, 'black haired pyromaniac bitch', which is probably how the community feels about her in general. Actually, I think that some people still love her.

I don't (really) understand why people hate him so badly.

Maybe it's because he beats the most cherished (female) characters of RWBY? Dunno.

Anyway, enough of my rambling. Hope you enjoyed, review and stuff like that.

Not judging people who do hate him, though, because I understand why you could possibly hate him.


End file.
